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Imagine yourself as an earthworm, sitting inside

its hole,

You know what?
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when suddenly, a tremendous amount of pressure falls directly on top, causing your home to collapse. What would it feel
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We learn as life continues, that further ahead, along the
road of eternity, some will succeed and others will fail. Some
will survive the test, to go on to the next stage of experimenting, while others will fail and be stepped upon, dying away,
fading into the great disposal incinerator, where they will
burn, lighting up the way for the coming generation of
spiders. The generation that will move through the crowds,

times in your life have you had the pleasure of
smudging an intruding spider against the wall? What kind of
screech would that spider have given if it could, when seeing
that monstrous foot-like object, falling on top of its eight-eyed
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a little grasshopper feel
when someone shoves a big blade of grass into its mouth? Or
an ant with its lower end cut off, not knowing what had
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suffer daily, unheard?

happened?

upon.

the smoke and the smell of burnt flesh, trying to make it to
the ultimate goal: to make a little web on your mirror, so that
in the morning, you would have the honor of using your
slippers upon it once again, forgetting that you are subject to
be treated the same as well.
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